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MARY TUDOR





 





PREFACE 





 




There are two ways of arousing

the interest of the play-going public: by the great and by the true. The great

appeals to the masses, the true to the individual.




The aim therefore of the dramatic

poet, whatever may be the general tenor of his opinions concerning his art,

ought always to be, before everything, to represent the great, as Corneille

does, or the true, like Moliére: or better still, and this is the greatest

triumph that genius can attain, to achieve the great and the true at once, the

great in the true, the true in the great, like Shakespeare.




 For, we may remark in passing,

it was given to Shakespeare, and therein lies the sovereignty of his genius, to

reconcile, to unite and to weld together time and again in his works, these two

qualities, grandeur and truth, almost always set over against each other, or at

least so clearly distinguished that the lack of either of them constitutes the

opposite of the other. The stumbling-block of the true is the trivial: the

stumbling-block of the great is the false. In all of Shakespeare’s works there

is grandeur which is true, and truth which is great. At the centre of all his

creations we find the point of intersection between

grandeur and truth: and where things that are great and things that are true

come together, art has done its perfect work. Shakespeare, like Michael Angelo,

seems to have been created to solve the interesting problem, the simple

enunciation of which has an absurd sound: —— how to remain always true to

Nature, while overstepping her bounds at times. Shakespeare exaggerates

proportions, but exhibits things in their proper relations. Marvelous

omnipotence of the poet! he conceived characters greater than we, who live as

we do.




 Hamlet, for example, is as true

to life as anyone of us, and far greater. Hamlet is colossal, and still true to

life. The fact is that Hamlet is not you, nor I, but all of us together. Hamlet

is not a man, but man. Constantly to exalt the great through the agency of the

true, and the true through the agency of the great, such, in the opinion of the

author of this drama, who reaffirms nevertheless such

other opinions as he has taken occasion to exploit in such matters, such should

be the aim of the poet who writes for the stage. And these two words, great and

true, embrace everything. Truth includes morality, the great includes the

beautiful. The reader will not credit him with the presumption of thinking that

he has himself ever attained this result, or even that he ever could attain it,

but he may be permitted to attest publicly his own sincerity by declaring that

he has never sought any other end in any of his writing for the stage to this

day. The new drama which is about to be produced is another attempt to reach

that glorious result. What is the thought which he has sought to develop in

Marie Tudor? It is this. A queen who is also a woman. Great as queen. True as

woman.




 He has heretofore said in another

place that the drama as he feels that it should be, the drama as he would like

to see it made by a man of genius, the drama according to nineteenth century

ideas, is not the lofty, impassioned and sublime Spanish tragic comedy of

Corneille; it is not the abstract, amorous, idealistic and judiciously sad

tragedy of Racine: it is not the profound, acute, sagacious, but too pitilessly

satirical comedy of Molière: it is not the tragedy with philosophical leanings

of Voltaire: it is not the comedy of revolutionary days of Beaumarchais: it is

not more than all of these, but it is all of these at once: or, I should rather

say, it is something different from any of them. It does not consist, as in the

works of these great men, in systematically and incessantly emphasizing a

single aspect of things, but in looking at everything in all aspects at once.

If there were a man living to-day who could realize our understanding of what

the drama should be, his work would be an epitome of the human heart, the human

head, human passions and the human will; it would be the past brought to life

again for the benefit of the present; it would be the history our fathers made

brought face to face with the history we are making; it would be a commingling

upon the stage of all those things which are mingled in real life; there would

be an émeute here, a love scene there, and in the love scene a lesson for the

people, and in the émeute an appeal to the heart; there would be laughter,

there would be tears: good and evil, the high and the low, fatality,

providence, genius and chance, society, the world, nature, life; and over it

all one would instinctively feel the presence of something great!




 Such a drama, which would be an

inexhaustible source of instruction to the spectators, would be allowed entire

liberty, because it would be of its very essence to abuse no privilege. It

would be so notoriously elevated, honest, straightforward and helpful, that it

would never be accused of seeking mere effect and noise, where its only purpose

was to point a moral or enforce a lesson. It might introduce François I. to

Maguelonne's abode without arousing suspicion; it might make Didier's heart

bleed with pity for Marion without alarming the most strait-laced; it might

without being taxed with exaggeration and with being too emphatic as the author

of “Marie Tudor” has been, introduce frequently upon the stage that formidable

triumvirate which appears so often in history: a queen, a favorite, and a

headsman.




 The man who produces such a

drama must have two qualities, conscientiousness and genius. The present writer

is well aware that he has only the first. He will go on nevertheless with what

he has begun, hoping that others may do better than he. At the present day an

immense public, growing always in intelligence, sympathizes with all the

serious ventures of art. At the present day all high-minded criticism assists

and encourages the poet. What captions critics have to say matters little. So

let the poet come forward! So far as the author of this drama is concerned,

feeling sure of the future in store for one who goes steadily forward, and that

his perseverance will someday be counted in his favor, in default of talent, he

gazes out with serene and confident tranquility upon the

throng which evening after evening honors his unworthy work with such deep

interest and anxious attention. In the presence of that throng he feels the

responsibility which rests upon him and accepts it with a clear conscience.

Never, in his toil, does he for a single instant lose sight of the people whom

the stage civilizes, of history which the stage explains, of the human heart to

which the stage gives counsel. To-morrow he will lay aside the work that is

done for the work that is to do: he will quit the noisy throng for the solitude

of his study: a profound solitude, whither no evil influence from the outside

world ever penetrates, where jocund youth, his friend, comes now and then to

press his hand, where he is alone with his thoughts, his freedom and his will.

His solitude will be more than ever dear to him, because it is only in solitude

that one can work for the multitude. He will keep his mind, his thought and his

work farther than ever removed from cliques and coteries: for he knows of

something greater than cliques, namely parties: of something greater than

parties, namely the people: of something greater than the people, namely

mankind.




November 17, 1833.
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Mary, The Queen.




Jane.




Gilbert.




Fabiano Fabiani.




Simon Renard.




Joshua Farnaby.




A Jew.




Lord Clinton.




Lord Chandos.




Lord Montague.




Master Eneas Dulverton.




Lord Gardiner.




A Jailer.




Lords, Pages, Guards, the

Executioner.




LONDON, 1553.




MARY TUDOR


















 




FIRST DAY. A MAN OF THE PEOPLE




 




Scene.—Border of the Thames. A

deserted strand. An old parapet in ruins, conceals the borders of the water. To

the right, a house of mean appearance. At the corner of this house, a statuette

of the Virgin, at whose feet burns a wick in an iron lattice. In the

background, beyond the Thames, London. Two high buildings are seen—the Tower of

London and Westminster. The sun is setting




 





SCENE I





 




Several men are grouped here

and there on the Strand, among whom are Simon Renard, John Bridges, Baron

Chandos, Robert Clinton, Anthony Brown, Viscount of Montague




LORD CHANDOS.




You are right, my lord, this

damned Italian must have bewitched the Queen. She can't exist without him; she

lives only for him, finds pleasure only in him, listens only to him. If a day

passes without seeing him, her eyes droop as they did when she loved Cardinal

Polus, you remember?




SIMON RENARD.




She is very much in love, it is

true, and, consequently, very jealous.




LORD CHANDOS.




The Italian has bewitched her.




LORD MONTAGUE.




For a fact, they say that people

of his nationality have philters for that purpose.




LORD CLINTON.




The Spanish are clever at poisons

which kill people, the Italians are clever at poisons which make people fall in

love.




LORD CHANDOS.




Then Fabiani is Spanish and

Italian, at the same time. The Queen is in love and is ill. He has made her

drink both.




LORD MONTAGUE.




As to that, is he really Spanish

or Italian?




LORD CHANDOS.




It appears certain that he was

born in Italy, in the Capitanate, and that he was brought up in Spain. He

claims to be connected with a great Spanish family. Lord Clinton has the story

at his finger-tips.




LORD CLINTON.




An adventurer—neither Spanish nor

Italian, and still less English, thank God! These men without a country have no

pity on a country, when they become powerful.




LORD MONTAGUE.




Didn't you say the Queen was ill,

Chandos? That does not hinder her from leading a very gay life with her

favorite!




LORD CLINTON.




A gay life! A gay life! The

people weep while the Queen laughs and the favorite is gorged. This man eats

silver and drinks gold! The Queen has given him the estates of Lord Talbot, the

great Lord Talbot! The Queen has made him Earl of Clanbrassil and Baron of

Dinasmonddy, this Fabiano Fabiani who says he belongs to the Spanish family of

Peñalver, and who lies when he says it. He is an English peer like you,

Montague, like you, Chandos, like Stanley, like Norfolk, like myself, like the

King! He has the garter, the same as the Infante of Portugal, as the King of

Denmark, as Thomas Percy, seventh Earl of Northumberland. And what a tyrant is

this tyrant who rules us from his bed! Never did such a curse rest upon

England! And yet I have seen much—I, who am old! There are seventy new gallows

at Tyburn; the stakes are always embers and never ashes; the executioner's ax

is sharp every morning and blunted every night. Every day some great nobleman

is slaughtered; the day before yesterday it was Blantyre, yesterday Northcurry,

to-day South-Reppo, to-morrow Tyrconnel. Next week it will be you, Chandos, and

next month it will be I. My lords, my lords, it is shameful and outrageous that

all these honest English heads should fall to please a miserable adventurer who

does not even belong to our country! It is a frightful and unbearable thing, to

think that a Neapolitan favorite can drag as many blocks as he likes from under

this Queen's bed. These two lead a gay life, you say? By Heaven, it is

infamous! Ah, they lead a gay life, these lovers, while the headsman, at their

door, makes widows and orphans! Oh, their Italian guitar is too well

accompanied by the clank of chains! Madame Queen! you send to the chapel of

Avignon for your singers; every day in your palace, you have comedies, plays,

and a stage crowded with musicians! Upon my life, madame, less joy at your

house and less mourning at ours, if you please; fewer dancers there, and fewer

executioners here; fewer farces at Westminster, and fewer scaffolds at Tyburn!




LORD MONTAGUE.




Have a care, my Lord Clinton! We

are loyal subjects! Not a word against the Queen, everything against Fabiani.




SIMON RENARD (laying his hand

on Lord Clinton's shoulder).




Have patience!




LORD CLINTON.




Patience! That is easy enough for

you to say, Mr. Simon Renard! You are bailiff of Amont in Franche-Comte,

subject of the Emperor, and his embassador at London. You represent the Prince

of Spain, the Queen's future husband. Your person is sacred to the favorite.

But it is different with us. You see, for you, Fabiani is the lover; for us he

is the butcher! [It is night.




 




 




 




SIMON RENARD.




This man troubles me as much as

you! You tremble only for your life. I tremble for my power. That means much

more. I do not talk; I act. I feel less anger than you, perhaps, but I feel

more hate. I will destroy the favorite.




LORD MONTAGUE.




Yes! but how to do it! I think of

it all day.




SIMON RENARD.




It is not in the daytime that the

favorites of queens are made and unmade; it is at night.




LORD CHANDOS.




This night is dark and frightful.




SIMON RENARD.




I find it good for what I wish to

do.




LORD CHANDOS.




What do you mean to do?




SIMON RENARD.




You shall see. My Lord Chandos,

when a woman reigns, caprice reigns. Politics are no longer a matter of

calculation then, but of chance. You can count upon nothing. To-day does not

logically bring to-morrow. Public affairs are no longer like a game of chess,

but a game of cards.




LORD CLINTON.




That is all very well; but let us

come to the point. When will you deliver us from the favorite? Time is

pressing. To-morrow Tyrconnel will be beheaded.




SIMON RENARD.




If I find the man I am looking

for, to-night, Tyrconnel will sup with you to-morrow.




LORD CLINTON.




What do you mean? What will have

become of Fabiani?




SIMON RENARD.




Have you good eyes, my lord?




LORD CLINTON.




Yes, although I am old and the

night is dark.




SIMON RENARD.




Do you see London on the other

side of the water?




LORD CLINTON.




Yes. Why?




SIMON RENARD.




Look well! From here you can see

the height and the depth of every favorite's fortune—Westminster and the Tower

of London.




LORD CLINTON.




Well?




 




SIMON RENARD.




If God is with me, there is a man

who at this moment is yet there [pointing to Westminster], and who

to-morrow, at the same time, will be here [pointing to the Tower].




LORD CLINTON.




Pray God be with you!




LORD MONTAGUE.




The people hate him no less than

we do. What a festival will his fall make in London!




LORD CHANDOS.




We have placed ourselves in your

hands, Sir Bailiff. Dispose of us. What must we do?




SIMON RENARD (indicating a

house, near to the water).




You all see that house. It is the

house of Gilbert the engraver. Do not lose sight of it. Now go away with your

people, but don't go too far. Above all, do nothing without me.




LORD CHANDOS.




It is agreed. [They all exit

at different sides.




SIMON RENARD (alone).




The man I need is not easy to

find.




[He exits. Jane and Gilbert

enter, arm in arm; they go toward the house. Joshua Farnaby, enveloped in a

long cloak, accompanies them.




 





SCENE II





 




Jane, Gilbert, Joshua Farnaby




JOSHUA.




I must leave you here, my good

friends. It is midnight, and I must go back to my post of turnkey of the Tower

of London. I am not as free as you are, you see! A turnkey is only another kind

of prisoner! Good-by, Jane! Good-by, Gilbert. Ah, my friends, how glad I am to

see you happy! When is the wedding, Gilbert?




GILBERT.




In one week, isn't it, Jane?




JOSHUA.




Faith! day after to-morrow is

Christmas. This is the day of good wishes and presents. But I have nothing to

wish you. It would be impossible to wish more beauty to the bride or more love

to the bridegroom. You are fortunate.




GILBERT.




Good Joshua! And you, are you not

happy?




JOSHUA.




Neither happy nor unhappy. As for

me, I have given up everything. Look you, Gilbert [opening his cloak and

disclosing a bunch of keys hanging to his belt], prison keys always

jingling at your side, talk to you, suggest all sorts of philosophical ideas to

you. When I was young, I was like the rest—in love for a day, ambitious for a

month, mad a whole year. It was during the reign of Henry VIII. that I was

young. Strange man that Henry VIII.! A man who changed his wives as a woman

changes her dresses. He repudiated the first, had the second beheaded, had the

third's womb cut open; as for the fourth, he had mercy on her—he sent her off;

but for revenge he had the fifth's head cut off! This isn't the story of

Bluebeard I am telling you, my beautiful Jane; it is the history of Henry VIII.

In those days I interested myself in the religious wars; I fought first for one

side and then for the other. That was the wisest thing to do. The whole

business was very ticklish. It was whether to be for or against the Pope. The

King's officers hanged those who were for, but they burned those who were

against. The neutral people—those who neither were for nor against—they hanged

them or they burned them indiscriminately. We managed as we could. Yes, the

rope; no, the fagot. I, who am speaking to you, I smelled of burning very

often, and I am not sure that I was not un-hanged two or three times. Those

were great times; very much like the times now. The devil take me if I know now

whom I fought for or what I fought about. If people speak to me now about

Master Luther and Pope Paul III., I shrug my shoulders. You see, Gilbert, when

a man has gray hairs he shouldn't go back to the opinions he fought for nor the

women he loved when he was twenty. The women and the opinions will seem very

ugly, very old, very paltry, very silly, very much wrinkled and out of date.

Such is my history. Now I am through with public affairs. I am no longer the

King's soldier nor the Pope's soldier; I am jailer of the Tower of London. I

don't fight any more for anybody, and I put everybody under lock and key. I am

turnkey and I am old. I have one foot in a prison and the other in the grave. I

am the one who picks up the remnants of all the ministers and favorites who go

to pieces in the Queen's palace. It is very amusing. I have also a little child

whom I love, and you both whom I love too; and if you are happy, I am happy

also.




GILBERT.




If that is the case, you can be

happy; can't he, Jane?




JOSHUA.




I can't do anything to add to

your happiness, but Jane can do everything. You love her. I may never be able

to do anything for you. Fortunately for you, you are not high and mighty enough

to ever need the help of the turnkey of the Tower of London. Jane will pay my

debt at the same time that she pays her own, because she and I owe everything

to you. Jane was but a poor child, a forsaken orphan; you took her home and

brought her up. I was drowning in the Thames, one fine day, and you dragged me

out of the water.




GILBERT.




Why do you always talk about

that, Joshua?




JOSHUA.




In order to tell you that our

duty, Jane's and mine, is to love you. I, as a brother; and she, not as a

sister.




JANE.




No, as a woman. I understand you,

Joshua. [She sinks back into her reverie.




GILBERT.




Look at her, Joshua! Is she not

beautiful and attractive, and is she not worthy of a king? If you only knew!

You cannot imagine how I love her!




JOSHUA.




Be careful! It is dangerous. A

woman should not be loved so much as that. With a child, it is different.




GILBERT.




What do you mean?




JOSHUA.




Nothing. I will be at your

wedding next week. I hope State affairs will leave me a little liberty then,

and that everything will be finished.




GILBERT.




How? What will be finished?




JOSHUA.




Ah, these things do not interest

you, Gilbert. You are in love; you belong to the people. What do the intrigues

of the high-born matter to you, who are happy among the low-born? But since you

ask me, I will tell you that within one week, perhaps within twenty-four hours,

it is hoped that Fabiano Fabiani's place near the Queen will be filled by

another.




GILBERT.




Who is Fabiano Fabiani?




JOSHUA.




The Queen's lover: a very

celebrated and a very fascinating favorite—a favorite who has had his enemies'

heads chopped off with greater dispatch than a procuress can repeat an

"Ave"; the best favorite that the executioner of the Tower of London

has had for ten years. For you must know that every great lord's head that

falls, brings in ten silver crowns to the executioner—sometimes twice as much,

when the head is very distinguished. The fall of this Fabiani is greatly

desired; though, I must say, during my duties at the Tower, it is only the

bad-tempered people whom I hear find fault with him—the discontented people;

those whose heads are to fall next month.




GILBERT.




Let the wolves rend each other!

What do we care about the Queen and the Queen's favorite? Isn't it so, Jane?




JOSHUA.




There is a big conspiracy against

Fabiani; if he escapes, he will be lucky. I should not be surprised if they

were to strike some blow to-night. I just saw Master Simon Renard prowling

about here, very much absorbed.




GILBERT.




Who is Master Simon Renard?




JOSHUA.




Is it possible that you don't

know? He is the Emperor's right hand at London. The Queen is to marry the

Prince of Spain, and Simon Renard is his embassador to her. The Queen hates

him, this Simon Renard; but she is afraid of him, and she can't do anything to

him. He has already destroyed two or three favorites. It seems to be his

instinct to destroy favorites. He clears up the palace from time to time. He is

a shrewd and spiteful man; he knows all that goes on, and he digs two or three

subterranean rows of intrigues under every event. As for Lord Paget—didn't you

ask me who was Lord Paget?—he is a crafty nobleman who helped to manage affairs

under Henry VIII. He is a member of the secret council. He has such an

ascendency that the other ministers do not dare to breathe in his

presence—except, however, the chancellor, my Lord Gardiner, who detests him. A

violent man, this Gardiner, and well born. As for Paget, he was nobody—a

cobbler's son. He is to be made Baron Paget of Beaudesert in Stafford.




GILBERT.




How glibly he tells all these

things, this Joshua.




JOSHUA.




My faith! It's from hearing the

prisoners of State talk.




[Simon Renard appears at the

back of stage.




You see, Gilbert, the man who

knows most about the history of these times is the turnkey of the Tower of

London.




Simon Renard (who overhears

these last words).




You are mistaken, my master; it

is the executioner!




JOSHUA (low to Gilbert and

Jane).




Let us move back a little!




[Simon Renard goes off slowly;

when he has disappeared.




That is Master Simon Renard

himself.




GILBERT.




I don't like to have all these

men prowling about my house.




JOSHUA.




What the devil is he doing here?

I must hurry back; I think he is getting work ready for me. Good-by, Gilbert!

Good-by, my beautiful Jane, I knew you when you were no bigger than that, all

the same!




GILBERT.




Good-by, Joshua! What are you

hiding there under your cloak?




JOSHUA.




I've got my conspiracy, too!




GILBERT.




What conspiracy?




JOSHUA.




O lover who forgets everything

else! I have just reminded you that the day after to-morrow is the time for

Christmas presents. The nobles are plotting a surprise for Fabiani. Well, I am

plotting a surprise too. The Queen may give herself the present of a brand-new

favorite. I am going to give my child a doll. [He takes a doll from his

cloak.] Brand-new, too! We will see which will be the first to break her

toy. God keep you, my friends.




GILBERT.




Good-by, Joshua!




[Joshua departs. Gilbert takes

Jane's hand and kisses it with passion.




JOSHUA (from back of stage).




How wise is Providence! She gives

to each one his plaything. The doll to the child, the child to the man, the man

to the woman, and the woman to the devil. [Exits.




 





SCENE III





 




Gilbert, Jane




GILBERT.




I must go, too. Good-by, Jane:

sleep well.




JANE.




You are not coming in with me

to-night, Gilbert?




GILBERT.




I can't. You know, I told you

before, Jane, I have some work to do in my shop to-night. I must engrave the

handle of a dagger for some Lord Clanbrassil, whom I have never seen, and who

wants it to-morrow morning.




JANE.




Then good-night, Gilbert. Until

to-morrow!




GILBERT.




No, Jane, wait a moment. Heaven!

how it hurts me to leave you, even for a few hours. How true it is that you are

my life and my joy. Yet I have to work—we are so poor. I won't go in, because I

should stay; and yet I can't leave you, weak man that I am. Let us sit down by

the door a few moments, on this bench. I think it will be easier to go from

here than if I went into the house, and, above all, into your room. Give me

your hand.




[He sits and takes her hands

in his; she stands.




Jane, do you love me?




JANE.




Oh, I owe you everything,

Gilbert. I know it, although you have concealed it from me a long time! When I

was little, almost in my cradle, my parents abandoned me, and you took me. For

sixteen years your hand has worked for me as if you were a father; your eyes

have watched over me like a mother. What would I be without you, just Heaven!

All I have, you have given me; all I am, you have made me.




GILBERT.




Jane, do you love me?




JANE.




What devotion yours has been,

Gilbert! You work for me, night and day; you wear your eyes out, you kill

yourself for me. You are going to sit up all night again to-night. And never a

reproach to me, never an unkindness, never an angry word! You are very poor,

yet you remember all my small womanly vanities; you gratify them. Gilbert,

whenever I think about you, my eyes fill with tears. You have often gone

without bread; I have never gone without my ribbons.




GILBERT.




Jane, do you love me?




JANE.




Gilbert, I would like to kneel

down and kiss your feet.




GILBERT.




Do you love me, do you love me?

All that does not prove that you love me. I want that word, Jane! Gratitude,

always gratitude! Oh, I stamp it underfoot, your gratitude. I want love or

nothing! Die! Jane, you have been my daughter for sixteen years; now you are to

be my wife. I adopted you; now I am to marry you—in one week. You know, you

promised me; you have consented; you are my betrothed. You loved me when you

promised that. Oh, Jane, there was a time—do you remember it?—when you told me,

"I love you," and you lifted your sweet eyes to heaven. That is the

way I want you to be. For some months now, you have seemed different,

especially during these last three weeks that my work has kept me away from

here nights. Jane, I must have you love me! I am used to it. You were always so

light-hearted; now you are sad and absent-minded—not cold, my poor child (you

try your best not to be), but I feel your loving words do not come as tenderly

and as naturally as they used. What is the matter? Don't you love me any more?

I know I am an honest man, I know I am a good workman; but I would rather be a

robber and an assassin, and be loved by you. Jane, if you knew how much I love

you!




JANE.




I know it, Gilbert, and it makes

me weep.




GILBERT.




For joy, isn't it? Say it is for

joy! Oh, I need to believe it. There is only that in the world—to be loved. I

have only a poor workingman's heart, but my Jane must love me. Why do you

always talk to me about what I have done for you? One single word of love from

you puts all the gratitude on my side. I will damn myself and commit a crime,

whenever you wish it. You will be my wife, won't you, and you love me? Oh,

Jane, for one look of your eyes I would give my work and my labor; for one

smile, my life; for one kiss, my soul.




JANE.




What a noble heart you have,

Gilbert.




GILBERT.




Listen to me, Jane—laugh at me if

you will; I am mad, I am jealous! I will tell you why. Do not get angry! It

seems to me, for some time I have seen several young lords prowling around

here. Do you know, Jane, I am thirty-two years old. For a poor, clumsy,

badly-dressed workman like myself, who am no longer young, who am not handsome,

what a misery it is to love a charming, beautiful girl of seventeen, who

attracts all the handsome, gold-bedizened young nobles around her, as a light

attracts the butterflies. Oh, I suffer; indeed, I do! But I never blame you,

even in my thoughts! You, so honest, so pure; you, whose brow has never been

touched, except by my lips. I only feel, sometimes, that you look on the

Queen's cavalcades and retinues with too much pleasure, that you enjoy too much

the fine suits of velvet and satin, under which there are no hearts, no souls.

Forgive me. My God! why do so many young noblemen come around here? Why am I

not handsome, young, noble, rich? Gilbert the engraver—that is all I am! They

are Lord Chandos, Lord Gerard Fitz-Gerard, Earl of Arundel, the Duke of

Norfolk! Oh, how I hate them! I spend my life engraving the handles of their

swords, which I would like to plunge into their bowels.




JANE.




Gilbert!




GILBERT.




I beg your pardon, Jane! Love

makes us very wicked, doesn't it?




JANE.




No, very good; for you are good,

Gilbert.




GILBERT.




Oh, how much I love you! It

increases every day. I would like to die for you! Love me or not, you can do as

you please. I am mad. Forgive all that I have said. It is late: I must leave

you! Good-by! Oh, how I hate to leave you! Go in! Haven't you your key?




JANE.




No; I haven't had it for several

days.




GILBERT.




Take mine. Until to-morrow

morning! Jane, don't forget this! To-day I am still your father: in one week I

shall be your husband.




[He kisses her on the forehead

and exits.




JANE (alone).




My husband! Oh, no! I will never

commit that crime. Poor Gilbert! he loves me truly; and the other—ah, provided

I have not preferred vanity to love! Unhappy woman that I am, into whose power

have I fallen! Oh, I am most thankless and most guilty! I hear footsteps! Let

me get in quickly. [Goes into house.





SCENE IV





 




Gilbert, A Man enveloped in cloak

and wearing a yellow cap. The Man holds Gilbert by the hand




GILBERT.




Yes, I recognize you; you are the

Jewish beggar who has been prowling around this house for several days. What do

you want with me? Why have you taken hold of my hand, and why have you brought

me back here?




THE MAN.




Because what I have to say to

you, I can only say here.




GILBERT.




Well, what is it? Speak! Hurry!




THE MAN.




Listen, young man. One night,

sixteen years ago, Lord Talbot, Earl of Waterford, was beheaded by torchlight,

for the crimes of popery and rebellion, while his followers were cut to pieces

in the city of London by Henry VIII.'s soldiers. They shot in the streets all

night. That night a very young workman, who was much more interested in his

labor than in the battle, was working in his stall. It was the first stall from

the entrance of London Bridge; a low door on the right, the remains of some old

red paint on the wall. It might have been two o'clock in the morning. They were

fighting all around there. The balls hissed across the Thames. Suddenly some

one knocked at the door of the stall, through which the workman's lamp threw a

glimmer. The workman opened it. A man he did not know, entered. This man

carried in his arms a baby in long clothes, who was much frightened and was

crying. The man put the child down on the table and said, "Here is a

creature who has neither father nor mother." Then he went out slowly and

closed the door after him. Gilbert, the workman, had neither father nor mother

himself. The workman accepted the child: the orphan adopted the orphan. He took

it, watched over it, clothed it, fed it, tended it, brought it up, loved it. He

gave himself entirely to this poor little creature whom civil war had thrown

into his stall. He forgot everything for her—his youth, his love-affairs, his

pleasures; he made this child the sole object of his work, his affections, his

life: and it has lasted sixteen years. Gilbert, the workman was you; the child—
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